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]J Look! ^^
This is the Foster Friction Plug in

;|j§ Cat's Paw Cushion Rubber Heels
vf .recognized as the most efficient

heel made.prevents slipping.

Î IIHlln I
And Another Thing

I There are no holes in Cat's
Paw Heels

To fill up with dirt and
mud

To be tracked all over the
house.

pjj So are you not taking a

chance.
K When you neglect to say

Very determinedly to your
dealer

"CAT'S PAWS for mine"
When you buy rubber

heels. ^

1
What's the Use

Of going about. J
M Your rlailv work.
IJairing yourself.

With each step. 1

When with a grain
Of pity for yourself K
You could be "Well

Heeled."
50c .black, tan or white

Far Men, Women anil Children

IHave you weak arches? Then you need
the FosterOrthopedic Heel,which gives t
that extra support where needed. Es- 1
pccialiy valuable to policemen, motor- jtnen, conductors, floorwalkers and all J
who are on their feet a great deal.
75 cents attached at your dealer's.
or sent, postpaid, upon receipt of 50
cents and outline of your heel.

r roster Kubber Co.
H 105 Federal Street, Boston, Mass.

fOriginators and Patenters of the Poster| Friction Plug which prevents slipping

tingle to the lights and the musie and the <

gay Parisian chatter, to the quick glance <

of smiling eyes where adventure lurked, s

With the coffee he lighted a cigarette
and leaned hack contentedly until it was f

time to go. i
As thev went out of the room he was

aware that once again all eyes were turned
toward her, so that he threw hack his 1
shoulders a little farther than usual and s

looked ahout with some seorn at those f
who had with them only ordinary women. <

i
rpillO comedy at the Gymnase was suf- s

fieiontly amusing to hold her attention, f
and that was the best she could ask for; s

but Monte watched it indifferently, re- |
settling the fact that it did hold her at- !
tent ion. Besides, there were too many
people all about her here. For two hours ti

and a half it was as if she had gone back
into the crowd. He was glad when the s
final curtain rang down and he was able 1
to take her arm and guide her out.

"Maxim's next?" he inquired. I
"Do you want to go?" she asked. <

"Id's for you to decide," he answered. 1
She was dead tired by now, but she did t

not dare to stop. i
"All rich t." she said "we'll fro." e

It was a harlequin crowd at Maxim's. s

a noisier, tenser, more hectic crowd than i
at the Riche. The room was gray with !
smoke, and everywhere Marjory looked
were gold-tipped wine bottles. Though it
was still early, there was much hysterical ,\
laughter and much tossing about of long
streamers of colored paper and confetti, t
As they entered she instinctively shrank i
away from it. Had the waiter delayed 1
another second before leading them to a s

table, she would have gone out. r

Monte ordered the wine he was ex- v

pected to order, but Marjory scarcely f
touched it to her lips, while he was con- (i
tent to watch it bubble in his glass. He 1:
ma not itue to nave iter nere, and yet it
was almost worth the visit to watch her v

eyes prow hip, to watch her sensitive I
mouth express the tlispust site felt for the s

mad crowd, to have her unconsciously t
hitch her chair nearer his. t

"The worst of it is," he explained to her, t
"it's the outsiders who are doing all this
Americans, most of them." jSuddenly, from behind them, a clear
tenor voice made itself heard through a

the din. The first notes were indistinct;
but ill a few seconds the singer had the
room to himself. Turning quickly, Marjorysaw the slender figure of Hamilton,
swaying slightly, standing by a table, his
eyes leveled upon hers. He was singing
"The Rosary".singing it as only he, t
when half mad, could sing it. 1

sue ctutcnea Monte s liana as lie Halt
rose from his seat.

"Please," she whispered, "it's best to
sit still."

Stronger and stronger the plaintive
melody fell from the singer's lips, until
finally the orchestra joined. Women
strained forward, and half dazed men

listened with bated breath. Even Monte
forgot for a moment the boldness that inspiredHamilton, and became conscious
only of Marjory's warm fingers within his.
So, had the singer been any one else, he
would have been content to sit to the end.
Hut he knew the danger there. His only
alternative, however, was to rise and
press through the enraptured crowd,
which certainly would have resented the
interruption. It seemed better to wait,
and go out during the noisy applause that
was sure to follow.
At the second verse Hamilton, still 11

singing, came nearer. A path opened he- 1
Fore him. as before an inspired prophet. I
It was only Monte who moved his chair \

slightly and made ready. Still there was t
nothing he could do until the man com- t
mitted some overt act. When Hamilton \
concluded his song he was less than two s

feet away. By then Monte was on his \
feet. As the applause swept from every 1
corner of the room, Hamilton seized from t
a near-by table a glass of wine, and, rais- c
ing it, shouted a toast: f

"To the bride." s
The erowd followed his eyes to the (

shrinking girl behind Monte. In good <

humor they rose, to a man, and joined in, i

training their glasses. It was Monte's
>pport unity. Taking Marjory's arm, he
tarted for the door.
But Hamilton was madder than he had

iver been before. He ran forward, tanglinghysterically.
"Kiss the bride," he called.
This he actually attempted. Monte

lad only his left arm, and it was not his
itrongest; Inn hack ol it lie tall a new

lower. He took Hamilton beneath the
htn, and with a lurch the man tell sprawlngover a table among the glasses. 111 the
creaming confusion that followed, Monte
ought his way to the door, using his
ihoulders and a straight arm to clear a

>ath. I11 another second he had lifted
Uarjory into a cab.
Leaning forward, she clutched his arm

is the cab jumped ahead.
"I'm sorry I had to make a scene," he

ipologized. "I shouldn't have hit him,
nit saw red for a second."
She would never forget that picture of

Wontc standing by her side, his head
'root, his arm drawn back for the second
ilow which had proved unnecessary. All
he other faces surrounding her had faded
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onscious of him alone, and of his groat
trength. She had felt that moment as

f his strength had literally been Iters also.
She could have struck out, had it been
tecessary.
"You didn't hurt your shoulder, did

ou?" she asked anxiously.
He did not know it did not much mater.Had Hamilton actually succeeded

n reaching her lips, he would have torn
lis wounded arm from the bandages and
truck with that too. Ho had never
calmed until then how sacred her lips
t ore. He had known t hem only as beaut iul.They were beautiful now as he looked
lown at them. Slightly parted, they held
lis eyes with a strange new faseination.
I'hey were alive, those lips. They were
farm and pulsating. He found himself
treathing faster beeause of them. He
eemed, against his will, to be bending
oward them. Then, with a wrench, he
ore himself free from the spell, not daring
o look at her again.

REAVING her to Marie at the door of
her room, Monte went into his own

ipartment. He threw open a window,
ttid stood there in the dark with the cool
light breeze blowing in upon him. After
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fter what had followed in the eah, the
nore cool air the hotter.
He was still confused by it; still frightinedby it. For a moment he had felt

limself caught in the clutch of some
lower over which he had no control. That
vas the startling truth that s.ood out
nost prominently. He had been like one
ntoxioated.lie who never before in his
ife had lost a grip upon himself. That
act struck at the very heart of his whole
ihilosophy of life. Always normal that
lad been his boast; never losing his head
iver this thing or that. It was the only
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vas the only way a man could keep sunn,
rile moment you wanted anything like
he devil, then the devil was to pay. This
(veiling he had proved that.
He went back to the affair at Maxim's.

ie should have known better than to take
ler there, anyway. She did not belong
n such a place. She did not belong anyvherehe had taken her to-day. To-morow.-butall this was beside the point.
The question that he would most like to

Liiswer at this moment was whether this
ast wild episode of Hamilton's was due
o absinthe or to that same weird passion
vhieh a few weeks before had led the man
,o shoot. It had been beastly of Hamilton
0 try to reaon tier nps. inat, doubtless,
vas the absinthe. It robbed him of his
enses. But tiie.look in the man's eyes
vhen he sang, the awful hunger tliat.
mimed in them when lie gave his mad
oast.those things seemed to spring from
1 different source. The man, in a room
ull of strangers, had seen only hwr, had
lung only to her. Monte doubted if the
razed fellow saw even him. He saw no
me but this one woman. That was madless.butit (lid not come from absinthe.

I

The absinthe may have caused the final
utter breakdown of Hamilton's self-controlhere and at Madame Courcy's.but
that the desire eould be there without it
Monte had twice proved to himself that
evening.
Once was when he had struck Hamilton.He alone knew that when he hit that

time it was with the lust to kill.even as
Hamilton had shot to kill. The fooling
lasted only the fraction of a second.
merely while his fist was plunging toward
Hamilton's chin. Hut, however brief, it
Jiad sprung from within him a blood-red,
frenzied desire to beat down the other
man. At the moment lie was not so much
conscious of trying to protect her as to
rid himself of Hamilton.
The second mad moment had come in

the cab, when he had looked down at her
lips. As the passion to kill left him, anotherequally strong passion had taken its
place. He had hungered for her lips.the
very lips Hamilton, a moment before, had
attempted to violate. He who all his life
had looked as indifferently upon living
litis as noon seulntured lins had suddenly
found himself in the elutch of a mighty
desire. Kor a second he had swayed under
the temptation. He had been ready to
risk everything, because for a heart-beat
or two nothing else seemed to matter. In
his madness, he had even dared Iliink that
delicate, sensitive month trembled a like
desire.
Even here in t he dark, alone, something

of the same desire returned. He began
to pace the room.

J-JOVV s'"' would have hated him had he
yielded to that impulse! He shudderedas he imagined the look of horror

that would have leaped into her dark eyes.
Then she would have shrunk away frightened.and her eyes would have grown cold

those eyes that had only so lately
vearmial at alt I I. .» t'aeo ivanlil havn
turned to marble the face that only so

lately had relaxed.
She trusted liiin trusted him to the

extent of being willing to marry him to
save herself from the very danger with
whieh he lmd threatened her. Kxeept
that at the last moment he had resisted,
he was no better than Hamilton.

In her despair she had eried, "Why
won't they let me alone?" and he had
urged her to come with him. so that she
might be let alone. He was to be merely
her camarade de voyage her big brother.
Then, in less than twelve hours, he had
become like the others. He felt unlit to
remain in the next room to iter.unfit
to greet her in the morning. In an agony
of remorse, he clenched his fists.

He drew himself up shortly. A new

question leaped to his brain. Was this.
men, love. i lie inuugni nrougiu nom
solace and fresh terror. It gave him at
least some justification for his moment of
temptation; but it also brought vividly
before him countless new dangers. If this
were love, then he must face day after day
of this sort of thing. Then lie would he
at the mercy of a passion that must inevitablylead him either to Hamilton's plight
or to Ohio Warren's equally unenviable
position. Each man, in his own way, paid
the cost: Hamilton, mad at Maxim's;
Chic pacing the floor, with beaded brow,
at night. With these two examples heforehim, surely he should have learned
his lesson. Against them he could place
his own normal life.ten years of it withouta single hour such as these hours "

through which he was now living.
That was because he hail kept steady.
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these were all excesses. Ilis own father
had desired mightily to he governor of a

State, and it had killed him; his grand-
fatherhad died amassing the Covington

fortune; he had friends who had died of
love, and others who had overdrunk and
overeaten. The secret of happiness was
not to want anything you did not have..
If you went beyond that, you paid the
<»nxf ill ni»\v sanrifipps. Icmlimr mm in In.» ."n "o" " "

sacrifices growing out of those.
Monte lighted a cigarette and inhaled

a deep puff. The thing for him to do was
fairly clear: to pack up his hag and leave
while hestill retained the use of his reason-


